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1 LARGEST

STATESTORE IN
"We are sole agents for the finest, best and most stylish goods made. They are arriving daily by the carload,

and we will give our customers the benefit of special low prices. This is no humbug sale. We mean just what we
say, and can prove the same to you by your calling at the store. Notice our prices on advertised goods. AVE

HAVE NO COMPETITION IN THE CITY WHEN IT COMES TO PRICES.m
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50 per cent Off! Gas and
Stoves.

At $12, $15, $20, $25, $35,

$50, $75, $10075 samples

to select from. This is 40

per cent, off of regular price.

So?c apent for tho Garland Stoves
and Ranges. Finest and best Stovo
made. Tho largest stove manufac-
turers in the world. Tho largest and

fi.
LA.

Carpet Department.
COO pieces of tho latest patterns jnst

received. Ecad our prices that we
mnko during this sale:

l finest lino in tho State to select from;
40 per cent, off during sale.

25o Ingrain Carpet for..
40o 4

' " ' "60c

At BQS, SS, S3, $75.
40 samples to select from. This is
40 per cent off the regular price.m m 9

ISc
20c
25c
29c
45c
50c
COc
50c

8 Patterns, all wool, for
V4 10

100 " " "
Good Tapestry Brussels
Best Tanestrv Brnusels 85c1
Good Velvet 8l.OO
Best Yolvot ai.23At $3.30,

89,83,85,
88, SIO,

SIS.
200 samples

to select from

See our lino of Cook Stoves at
5, $S, SfiO, SIS. This is 40

per cent off regular prica
At 82, $5, $8, $10, $15 and

$20 All cut 40 per cent, during sale.
At $15, $25, $35, $50, $75,

$100. This is 40 per cent,

off of regular price.

Straw Matting.
50 Rolls Mattinp at yard

100 Rolls Mattinpnt 10c yard
CO RoilsJoiutless Matting at 15c yard
2T Rolls Inlaid Matting at.. 525c yard
25 Rolls Cotton Warp Mat-

ting at 30c yard

1,000 Pairs Portieres.
f Must Bo Sold at a Price.

4 Portieres for $2.50
810 Portieres for $5.00

i
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I
lace Curtains.

tiliiillLIlJ
At SS, $3, S4, SIO, SI 5 all cut 40 per cent, off reg. prices.

DINNER SETS.
Seo our SG, S8, SIO, 815, $20, SS5 Sets. All cut 40

per cent, off regular price.

WALL PAPER.
Seo our 5c, 10c, l5c, 25c Paper. This is 50 per cent, off

regular price.

2.000 jpnirs to IioeoM at linlf their
value: ' See our Curtains for SI S3
r.ml 83, a pair. Wo bavo all grades to
S20 a pnir.

RUGS,
SHADES,

OILCLOTHS,
LINOLEUMS.

At $S, $10, $15, $20; 100

to select from.

Seo our $18, $25, $35

Couch; 35 samples to select
from.

1
I'm 125 samples to select from. "Will give CO

rr cent, off of all carrlnjro Don't fall to
see cur S3, 63, 910 and 013. We Lave ibem
la all colors.3
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UNDER THE PINES
Mary Fenton was turniug over the leaves

of the latesteumr.icr novel iu a listless fash-

ion. s she eat on "The Tavern" porch. The
glory of an early Juno day was about her.
Cedar, sugar pino and dogwood gleamed
fresh in their different shades of green
from the shower of the day before. Shasta
lilies. wild roses.yellow violets, and myriads
of other flowers, olustcriugin cloae brother-
hood with the timothy grass iu the meadow
beyond, filled tho clear air with a penetrat-
ing fragrance. The meadow lark trilled in
the tall pines, and a email boy reported the
findmgofallockof yonng gro::so in the
cornfield. Tbe trout were beginning to juniD
in tho Sacramento, ntid tho early nuslers
were gathered iu email groups a littlo dis-

tance from her, discussing with deep intent-ne- si

tho respective merits of brown backel
versus royal coachman.

.Mary Fenton loathed the tone of the
place. It reeked of fish; lish that bad been
caught or hooked, and fish to be landed.
Tbe atmosphere was monotonously lishy.
It generally is on the Sacramento, whero
the trout are wary and men are loyal to
Hies.

A case of nervous prostration was the os-

tensible cause of Miss Teuton's removal to
the brocing mountain air: if the family
Galen had but known it, she was more
truly suffering from a severe attack of in-

decision of mind. Kichard Drake was tho
subject of this wavtring. whereby her
cheeks were paled and her sights made
sleepless.

Tho hum of the refrain, "When I Was on
the McCloud in W 'Dolly Varucn Weigh-
ing Ten Founds," sounded to her ear like
gibberish, as she laid her book down in her
jap and fell to thinking and arguing with
herself the same old story. Mary Fenton
had not been of the tellers of this life, nor
tlfifl sheaspire to that honor. SRe had been
bred in a stilish sort of way, with deepest
regard for the great ego. llupoiness meant
to her smooth sailing; a xippie on the
stream, unpleasantness: and unpleasant-
ness, disaster.

In her trim, tailor-mad- e gown she formed
ft catty picture, as sue rocked slowly to
and fro in a low chair, under the shadow of
tho hop vines that clambered up the pillsrs
of the piazza. Even the tisbermeu gave
her a little of their admiration, together
with the speckled beauties and the fisher-
men were not young. The pucker of
thought on her brow was rather becoming.
In her oncouacious nose she presented u
picture of tho best nineteenth-centur- y

cultivation.
The world was very serene to her when

Klchard Drakn drifted into her life. She
liked him. He was well introduced, be-

longing to the Drakettof Boston, was hand-
some, a trille unconventional, which she
rathered censured, and, lastly, was a bank
clerk with no fortune, und cared little for
amassing one. a lack of ambition that she
could not quite comprehend.

At first he startled her in her quiet,
measured existence, then amused, then in-

terested, and tinally was the cause of the
nervous prostration and mountain trip out
of tho season.

The Fen tons bad only a fair supply of
this world's goods. Young sisters were
growing ud. ana with marriage Mary knew
that she had her own way to make.
Kicbard Drake grew more fascinating, but
bhe could not yet decide whether life was
wortn living with poverty constantly in
the foreground; whother things she prized
dearest could bo given up for ono man's
sake. This wa9 tho problem that troubled
her as she sat in deep rellection. until she
heard some oue address her. timidly:

'Would yon like some tlowers, ma'am!"
Startled, she looked up and saw a young

girl with Hands extended full of tno won-
derful pitcher plaut that grows in abund-
ance up the slope of Castle Crags.

"Where 'did you get them!''
'Bouj tive miles from here."

'Did you go yourself 1"
Miss Fenton looked curiously at the

yonug girl, who Hushed slightly as she re-
plied:

"Course. I thought maybe ycu ladies at
the hotel might like to buy some, as the
walk's too rough for you."

"1 will take them," she said.
1 he girl was a picturesque ligure. tall

and slender, with a crop of short reddish
curls clustering around her head and strag-
gling over the brim of an old cigarette hat.
which was faded into a dull bluish gray,
and set well back on her head, leaving the
sun a tfooa chance to tinge her face with
the rich brown color of health.

She wore an old navy-blu- o blouse with
collar turned low at tho throat, showing n
superb curve. Her short calico skirt wm
nrnched from scrambling through under-
brush, and clung close to ber ligure. Her
old canvas shoes were a trilie large for her,
and seemed relics together with the hat.

Mary Fenton'a face lighted up with new
interest as she looked at tho lithe, well-poise- d

young figure.
"Why. you've been ten miles this morn-

ing, oud it is so wet. and they say theroare
rattlesnakes on Castle Crags."

The girl laughed. ".Rattlesnakes!"' she
exclaimed, scornfully. Her large, gray
eyes looked at the speaker in indignant
protest. "You don't bupdoso I'm such a
baby to be skeered of a rattler. I've killed
many of 'em round our cabin door in Ore-
gon. I've got twelve rattles and a button
down at the camp I'll fetch up to sbowyou,
if you like, some day.'

The fresh voice and honest soul looking
out from her great earnest eyes fascinated
Mary Fenton ns she drew out hor purse to
pay for the orchid, and sbe tried to keep
her for awhile. Enthusiasm was not good
form iu .Miss Feuton's world, but it might
be permitted to another class, and tho
mountain, rivers aud lishortnen were so
lull of eunni to hor just then.

"What is your name!" oho asked.
"Kit Kit Jones," she replied, moving

away.
"Do you live in tho carop across the road

with tho campers who came last week!"
Alias Fenton asked with interest.

'Yes," she auswered. in a low tone of
voice. "There's onlv me, mother and Hill.
1 must go now. I'm tho head of the she-ban- k'.

Hill is sick." A shade passad over
Ler merry, childish face.

"May I come over and see tho rattles
some day. and will you bring me some
Minnta lilies!"

"The white kind that smells!" Kit ques-
tioned. "Hill likes them best. Yes, 1 know
the best dace for them, up the ridge."

She started away on a quick little rnu,
then looked back, shouting: "You might
come this evening; maybe company would
d him good."

She was graceful a a young deer as sheran ucroas the road and disappeared into a
clump of Pines, from the midst of which
ascended a blue curl of smoke.

Tho day wore on and Mish Fenton had
Dot written the letler that she bad almost
decided wm to sand Hicfturd Drako to his
fate. The long afternoon was coming to a
close. Mrs. IVudragon. Mary's aunt and
ohaperon. had repaired to the sprintr with
her chums for her after-dinne- r glass of
soda water. 1 he tinbermen. after tdealth-il- y

watching each other's movements, had
slunk oil, one by one. in ditlcreut direc-
tions, rods u hand, to whin the stream.

Mary Fenton declined ail invitations, as
ihe sat watching the blue smoke among the
pine, and resolved to stroll over to thocamp.

She thought of the invalid, and took
lome choice fruit, which bad been sent her
the day before, and sauutered across the
road.

Hefore she reached the camp she heard a
dry. hacking cough, which foreboded too
well the nature of the malady. She stopped
a inmate before the campers saw her and
surveyed the scene.

There wem two tents pitched closo to.
getber under two bigsumr pines, and u lit-
tle to one side four young saplings had been
cut off and roofed over with a covering
made of rough grain sack sown together.
Fnder that, on a couch made of pine
boughs and covered with two or threepatchwork calico quilts, lay a young fellow
who looked 63.ircly twenty-tw- o or three,
couching as if his very soul was rackedwith pain. It needed hut a glauce at Ins
sunken cheeks and hollo w eyes to tell herthat be was doomed. She bad neon ho many
sneh hopeless cases ia Santa Barbara andbun Dlfgo.

Kneeling before a very small lire, blow-,nt- f
a f her life depended upon it. kneltKit, Her but was thrown on the ground, ard shawl was pinned across her nhoulders

and the looked like I young dryad hi hepnded at thedull eniberA. An old woman,
with carewornlfaco mid gray hair twisted
into n hard littlo knob, was standing near
an improvised shelf, cutting thick pieces
of fat bacon intoa frying pan.

Marr Fenton felt in a Hash that sho knew
them "Ale and mother and Hill" and felt

his bands, ho said tendcrlv, "Now, Mary,
tell me. have yon decided?"

The answer came very faintly, "Yes,
Dick." Then half to herself she repeated
Kit's homely words, "If folks have got
each other in this world they've got all
that's wanted. Oh, Dick," she continued,
with tbe new enthusiasm shining in her
eyes, enthusiasm that she had always
Toted bad form, "the noblest sonl I ever
saw has gone from me to-day- ."

Mary Fenton's life was blessed by Kit's
unconscious band, and poor little Kit. tar
away on ber Oregon land, toiled loyally,
looking np at night at Shasta's white peak
and praying that she soon might fold her
hands, and that sbeaud Bill could be happy
together somewhere above the great white
mountain.

Mary Willis Glascock, in the Overland.

down, while she stood facing tho great
white mountain.

"it kept on raining, and I rode to tho
doctor's, ten miles lrom our cabin, and he
said to bring Bill hero, where the air was
dryer, and give bim a chance; so 1 didn't
wait, bnt hitched up to our littlo wagon
and we came. It has rained here, but it
ain't going to any moro, and he will get
well; 1 know it." Her voice grew moro
cbeerfnl with hope.

She stood silent for a moment, with face
uplifted in thought, and then noticing the
stars beginning to come out. one by one,
above Shasta, sho said: "Why, Miss Mary,
it's gotting cold. You'll havo a chill. We
must be going home."

All the way baok Kit chatted cheerfully,
telling littlo stories of her home, all en-
twined with anecdotes of Bill and full of
his praises.

As they reared the camp the same hack-
ing cough broKe the stillness of the night.
Kit started as if it hurt her.

"I shouldn't have left him. Wait a mo.
ment. Miss Mary. I must give bim his med-
icine, then I'll see you home."

Miss Fenton declined her o3er, as it was
only a short distance to the tavern, und as
she turnod away sho heard the querulous
tones of the invalid scolding Kit, who an-
swered him with cheery tenderness.

One of the fishermen joined her as she
neared the tavern, showing her bis basket
of two-pounder- a. Her thoaghts were up-
lifted, and she half absent-mindedl- y ad-
mired his booty and sought her room.

Boor little Kit, ignorant, balf-forme- d

child, had raised Mary Fenton to heights
she had not dreamed of. If Kichard Drake
had been there tint night to press his suit,
sho could have put herself in the back-
ground ar.d been ready to face the world
with him.

Iayliuht often brings us down from our
pedestals; so it was with her. . She was not
quite so sure in the morning. It is easier to
be heroic by the glamourof moonlight than
in the clear rays of tile midday sun.

The letter was still unwritten, but the
mountains possessed anew interest to hor.

.Mrs. Pendragon wrote pnvutoly to Airs.
Fenton that Mary was gaining color and
appetite, and cover mentioned tho objec- -
tinridhlA votirif man hut tnrnMii liAr nttun.

entitle estimate is that there are 1.450,000. --

000 people on the earth, of whom not mere
than 500,000,000 wear clothing 2r..ni necli to
sole.

The Grand Lodge of Masons was founded
in Providence in 1701, and two years later
tbe Providence Royal Arch Chapter, No. 1,
was instituted by a few Masons of that de-
gree, who obtaiued a charter from Wash-
ington Chapter. Its centennial was cele-
brated in Providence on Sunday last.

The distinction of being the only man
alive who worked on the first American
railway is claimed for Lewis Cheney, of
Chelsea, Mass. Tbe railroad was known a
tho "Ciranito rail way," and was built in 1$2J
at Quinoy. chiefly to transport stone for
building Bunker Hill monument. Mr.
Cheney is eighty-fiv- e years old.

Who save tho Englishman is a mournful
oreature and has no interest in amuso-inont- sf

If so, how does it happen that tho
theaters and other places of utertainuient
in London are large enough to provide sit-
tings at ono time for all tho inhabitants
of Edinburgh, Wti.OiK) m number, and even
then there would be 20,000 sittings to spareT

The fiction of the deadly upas tree of
Java has only this basis of fact to rest np-
on: Tho tree exudes a poisonous juice that
the natives use to mix with other ingredi-
ents to coat their arrows; it also grows
only in the low-lyin- g Java valley, where
deadly carbonic gas more or less always
escapes from the crevices of tho volcanio
rocks.

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

II art to Jconotuire.
Atlanta Constitution.

"X eee that the editor pitched a man out
the window.'"

Yes, times are so hard and powder is so
high."

Tho Correct Way.
Chicago Itecoro. -

The Ignoramus Which is right, "I ride
home in u coup" or "I ride home in a
coapayT"

Tno Impecune Neither; I ride homo in a
street car."

Two of u Kind.
New York WeeUv.

Jinks-D- id you ever read "The Man With-
out a Countryf"

Winks No. bnt I can sympathize with
him. lam "ihe Man Without Any Rela-
tives in Chicago.

(ieuvruui.
Saint Botolpa.

"I heard a compliment for yon last night,
Miriam!"

tion to a "dirty lot of Ore m campers."

in sympathy with them. The minor chord
in life ia very fascinating r.hen it does not
vibrate for ourselves.

Kit saw her at lust, and sprang np hasti-
ly. h r cheeks ntlame from tho exertion,
and her short cnrla, tossed and tangled by
the evening wind, standing up like a halo
about ber bead. Kit was hardly moro than
seventeen, but well developed for her age,
showing the etVect of mountain air and
training.

(Jlad to se your' She extended her
band, grimy with anhfs and charred stioks.

The old woman looked up without any
interest at the arrival no light in ber
faad gray eyes.

"Mother," Kit waved her hand, by way
of introduction, in the direction of the fry-in- ir

pan.
The old woman grimly nodded.

Bill." Her voice softened as sbestepped
near the couch. The mm looked up with
a gleam of interest ns Mary Fenton came
forward and ollered him the fruit.

Thanks." He snoko in a fretful voice,
broken by coughing. "I'm powerfal tired
of bacon. Them cherries look cool."

Kit's hands hung listl'.alr by her side.. A
look of distress crept into her soft eyes. "I
know. Bill, it's powerful hard. The bacon
is salt and hard; but it's all I can au just
now. May be to-morr- " ner face
brightened Tm going to get some lilies
for Aliss Fenton. and they'll let me have a
littlo beef, just for you, at the hotel."

With a shrug of fretful iuipaticnoe the
man turn his face away from them, aud lay
silently munching the fruit.

'Your brother is quite ill." Miss Fenton
aid. ns Kit accompanied her across tho

road.
"My brother! Why. it's Bill!" Kit looked

up into her face with fturprise, and then
suld in explanation: "I forgot everybody
knew nbout us in Oregon. Bill and I are
sweethenrts have been sicco wo were
littlo kill". We aro going to be married."
she straightened herself up with a comical
air of dignity, "when Bill cots well." Her
voico faltcrett. "Miss Mary mayn't I call
you that? I heard the old lady at the hotel
say your name und I liked it. Will you
walk up the road a piece with m thiseven-in- e.

the way you be Shasta? Wo 6ee the
white mounting at home, and when a lump
comes into my throat aud 1 feel n bit down
it does me good to see it up theriv in tho
sky. looking down upon me just as it does
at home. All the timo when we were com-
ing I kept looking over my shouldor. and
thH whitn mounting kepi following us, un
if it was going to take koer of all of ns."
She drew her sleovn across her eyes, as if
to brush away a littlemoistnre. then pulled
the old cigarette bat down low over her
face, giving it a sort of rough pat. "It's
oue of Bill's old ones," she eatd in a half
aside.

It was growing dnsk. The long shadows
of the pines on either sido lengthened quite
across thH road, until their tips were lost
in the wild tangle of azaleas and bracken
by the waysido.

"The bacrameuto kept np a gurgle and a
rnMh just below, which blended in with the
soft soughing of the pines. Mary Fenton
walked close by Kit's side and waited for
ber to speak.

"Well, Miss Mary, you are so good tohim.
I'll toll yon just from the beginning; and 1

think. Mins Mary, 1 knowed the first min-
ute that I saw you setting there in that
rockina chair that you was an angel, and
uiayht could help Bill.

"Mother and me lived all alone in a
cabin in southern Oregon. Father was
killed when I was bnrn spree." he os
plained shortly. "Mother has always had
a port of a misery since. She's nevorharPi.
ev-- n here. She didn't want to come.
Bill's folks lived next to ns. 'bout two
miles away. Bill's older than rue. but he
was always sickly; didn't liko bov; so
when I was big enough we played together,
and Bill was good to me, and 1 used to tight
for Bill.

"Bill's folks went home to Missouri, and
Bill stayed. He's a wood chopper, and me
and Bill we've always loved each
other. Mo . and mother formed
our ground ourselves, and we've
always been dirt poor; but me und
Bill was always Lapp-- . You 6ee. Mus
Mary, if folks havo got each other in this
world, they've got all that's wanted. Then
Bill rook cld last winter bad a fevtir. I
took him hoin and nursed him. He wan
piettv bad. It was a bard winter, wet.
and i thooelit it never would stop. Bill
not pnnier and punier. Mother aid it was
the way of the Lord. bectute I was so set
on bill, but. Miss Mary, I knowed btter."They reached tho vie of Shasta, and
walked to a little spot nway from the road.
Kit picked out a smooth log, folded Mis
Fcotou'o ebuwi over Jt, and made her elt

leaf fana and loed lemonades near at hand,
aud growled vehemently. The fishermen
wiped the perspiration from their fore-bead- s,

assorted their dies, and each tried
to outvie the other in new lish stories.

Mary Fenton sat a littlo to ono side, over-
come by the heat, and giving up the idea
of seeing Kit that day. Again ber book lay
idly in her lap. and she eat dreaming.

Coming up the road in the hot, dazzling
sun. Kit walked slowly through the dust,
her hands clasped together and her eyes
staring intently down at the ground. Sho
walked. so slowly sho seemed hardly to
move.

"Miss Mary." She spoke in hollow tones,
without looking np. "Miss Mary, I've eomo
to toll you. Bill's goue last night"
Nothing but dull apathy in her face, not a
sob to break the silence. Sho stood fnil in
tho heat, a broken, lifeless tig are.

Mary Fenton pressed her hand warmly ic
hers in assurance of help.

"If you wouldn't mind, Miss Mary,
couldn't it be where he might see the
mountain? You know, I can seo it at home,
and it would be something for us to have
together."

"Yes, dear child, I will do anything for
you.".

Mary Fenton'a eyes were brimming over
with tears, as sho stood still in the sun-
shine and watched tbe young ligure. bent
with grief, disappear slowly among tho
pines.

Mary Fenton started. "I did not think
that 11 would be so soon, dear." Sho went
down tho steps, close to tbe girl, and took
her band. "Come out of the aun. Come."

Kit raised her eyes, a depth of sad re- -

firoach in them. "Do you think I would
him now. Miss Mary!" Sbe contin-

ued in Jhe samo monotonous tone, as Miss
Fenton hastened to get ber hat to accom-
pany her; "Don't come, Miss Mary. I would
rather yon would not. 1 must bo alone for
this littlo while," she faltered. "Mother
'lows wo must get along home day after to-
morrow, aud we must leave him. 1 came
to you to fix things."

"Suoh devotion, such unselfishness, such
bravery, is godlike," sho murmured to her-
self. "She asked for nothing and gave
everything poor child!"

Miss Fenton attended to Kit's request,
and the duy after Bill was laid at rest on a
hillside, where the gleam of Shasta could
always be seen.

The next morning she went to the camp
and found Mrs. Jones busily packing up.
moro cheerfnl than usual. The tents were
down, aud Kit was lifting tbe heavy things
with her strong young arms, aud tying
them into the wagon. Sho wore the same
old blouse and cigarette bat, hut all tho
buoyancy was gone from her face. Sho
was very quiet as she called Miss Fenton
aside and untied au old stocking.

"1 want to pay you for everything."
"No, child. 1 can noyer repay you. Kit."
Kit gazed at her with a look of dazed in-

quiry; then went on harnessing the old
raw-bone- d horso aud hitched him to the
wagon.

"It will bo lighter drivin' home," Mrs.
Jones observed, as she tucked the last
blanket around the frying pan.

Mary Fenton never forgot the look of
muto agony that crept into Kit's big soft
eyes as sho looked at her mother. Then
sue pulled her hat further down over her
face with the same old trestare. as she
clambered into the high eeat of the wagon
and took the roins. while her mother got
up beside her.

"Yon will have a long, hot drive1 Miss
Fentou said stupidly.

"Oh. we'll stop with folks oyer night,
and it will bo real pleasant," Mrs. Jones
answered, tying her sunbonnet strings.

Mary Fenton climbed npon the wagon
wheel, and kissed Kit warmly, aud whis-
pered, "I'll take some Shasta lilies to his
grave. 1 will remember."

Then a cracking of the long willow
ewitoh that served for a.whip. the old horso
started up. and they we're gone.

Mary Fenton watched the bobbing of tho
short reddish curls amid the clor.ds of dust
until a turn iu the road hid tbem; then sho
sat down tinder a pine, covered her face
with ber bunds and cried.

Sbe sat tnero for ootno time. At last she
heard it footstep crAckling the dried pino
needles and looked up.

"Dick!" sho exclaimed with a start, and
began, womanlike, smoothing the milled
hair on her turehead.

"I thoQghtycn weroneyer going to write,
so 1 ca:i:o to you." He held out his hand
to her. "I came on the morning truin.
miMed vuu at tho tavern, and was told thatyou were over in thisilrection, helping
some protest ot yours. Crying! little
woman!" He caught sight of her tear-staine- d

face, then taking it between both

What was it, Lizette?"
'Colouel Bronsou said you were exceed

OUT OP THE ORDINARY.

Tho tuno "Yankeo Doodle" is said to
have originated in the French and Indian
war, before tho Revolution.

France is the only European country
which has to-da- y fewer ablebodied men
than it bad thirty years ago.

Attilla. King of tho Hnns, was buried in
three cotlins Jbe first of gold, tho second
of silver and tho third ot iron.

The gronnd in on open lot at Fast Great
Plains. Conn., has been struck by light-
ning nine different times in the past seven
years.

In 15t5 London had 555,000 houses,
with 4.12'J.GOO population. It covered an
area of 15.CC0 acre:?. There were l.bSJ miles
of streets.

Siarn's exports last year included no less
than six and a half tons of birds' nests
sent to Hong Kong to make the celebrated
Chinese soup.

Cuba has VJ2 cofTee plantations, tOO sugar
plantations. 4.500 tobacco estates, S.'JOO cat-
tle farms and 1.100 small farms devoted to
various products.

No representation of tbe face of a man
was ever stamped ou a coin a'util after
the death of Alexsndcr the Great, who was
regarded as a divinity.

The roaeo used by the Speaker of the
Houso of Representatives is made of thir-
teen obony rods twined together and hold
in place by silver bands.

The mite mentioned in the Gospel in
eonneotion witn tho widow's contribution
to the treainry was a Greek copper coin
weighiue eighteen grains.

A noted physician says that the most
prolific causes of woman's nervous dis-
eases, hysterics, spinal diseases and eictt
headaches is high-heele- d boots.

Tbe first horse railroad was made in
Now every country town has its

street-ca- r hue. and even Constantinople
and Jerusalem have such facilities.

The greatest domes in the world are
those of St. Foter, St. Faul's. the In-valid- es.

in Paris. St. Isaac's, in St. Peters-
burg, and the Capitol, in Washington.

Kasper ears that of clergymen, 42 per
cent, reach seventy ycarc; of farmers, 40;
merchants. X'; soldiers and clerks. iTJ;
lawyers. 2V; teschers, J3; physicians, 24.

A copper token, the size of a silver dol-
lar, issued by the authority of the FirstCongress, and bearing the date of 1770,"
is prized very highly by Capu G. YV. Bui-leu- e.

of Seattle, Wash.
The Deluge was threatened in tho year

15iT. and began on Deo. 7, W, B. C. and
continued H77 days. The nrk rested upon
Mount Ararat on May fi, H'37. but Noah did
not leave it until Deo. IS following.

A watch that was worn by Alexander
Hamilton when the Declaration of In.
dependence was siirneri. and also dur-
ing the duel with Aaron Burr, is in tho
poisesslon of Louis M. Habbino. of Madi-
son, Wis.

According to an election return jost
made to the British Parliament, there are
fi.'.XIMS'J voters in the United Kingdom.
There were in Fngland. 'JIO.'j'.O in
Wales. 747.271 in Ireland, und Cl'J.wi in
Scotland.

In Holland a woman is a secondary con-
sideration and a poor consideration at
that. No Dntrh gentleman, when walking
on the sidcwilk, will move out of his way
for a lady. The latter turn out invari-abl- y,

however muddy or dangerous tho
street.

We have nn idea that tbe United Statoa
is a great place, with its (O.fOVOO People,
but there are 8W,0OO.00 people in Asia, and
more than XW.VW.OiX) ia Africa. Tbe sci- -

Kit ran in lor a few moments ever day,
bringing whito Shasta lilies, rare ferns
from .4way up Sody creek." or burnioa
tiger lilies, regal in brown and gold, and
Miss Fenton kept the invalid, who was rap-
idly failing, supplied with dainties.

Sho found out very soon that Bill was
commonplace and eeliish. lie had a rather
handsome, weak face, and Kit was bliud
to his weaknesses and lanlts. He grew so
much worse that Kit could hardly leave
bim at last. The weather was warm, and
sho worked all day. and often eat up all
night to watch by his side and humor bis
fancies. He was not able to walk, the dry
air could not help. And then Kit never
came to tho tavern, and Mary Fenton went
to her every day.

Mrs. Jones fretted to go home. "Bill's as
good one place as another," .she grumbled;
but Kit clung to tho belief that there he
must get well.

As the days passed cn. th3 sick man grew
weaker and weaker and more fretful. Kit
eat by him all the time, his hand in hers.
There were dark rings widening nnder her
eyes from sleepless mght.4, and the young
cheeks were growing hallow. Mary Fenton
saw with a pans that the rlender lingers
which sho ran through the curly crop were
growing pitifnlly thin.

Kit had become very dear to her. Sho
could not bear to seo the bright youug life
merited into this dull tt.idnens. and sbe felt
helpless. Kit would not believe what wa
bortly coming. Every timo that Miss

Fenton came with something tempting and
the sick man refused it, (sho would sav,
with a chost of the old merry laub,
"You'vo spoilt him. Miss Mary; nothing's
good enough now."

Tho gay tavern iifo went on. Mary Fen-
ton joined in Jhe drives und walks, danced
and moved on with the rest ot the nummer
guest, but her heart was with Kit, under
th pines.

"What do you see in that little curly-heade- d
Oregon girlf' one of the lishermen

asked laughingly.
"My better self," sho answered, and

passed on.
The. weather was very sultry. The

jagged r akt ot Castle Cray's stood bare
aud gray against the deep blue sky. Not a
breeze ntirre.1. Kveu the river moved
eliiitgishly. like oil. July had been ush-
ered in l.y a north wind, ana that aiways
means dry, enervating, lifeless heat.

The ludies lounged uround tho tavern
piazza in cool white muslm, with palm- -

ingly well preserved."

Dmrmd S..iuo Credit.
Street & Smith's Geo t Xes.

Teacher This little nursery poem is re-msrka- ble.

Did yoa make it all np your-scl- lf

Bright Boy No'm; it was in a book, but
I bousht tho book with myown money.

Accounting fur It.
Vone.

Willie Yon nercr drink suy water, do
youi

reatherstone Not if 1 can holpit. Willie.
Willie I suppose yon are afraid it will

make your nerve rusty. Sister says it is a
cast-iro- n one.

Waited Knfrjf.
CMC i go Reco'd.

l'thel Dninn's awfully put out.
Klame What's the matter!
Lthel Why. alio went to the trouble of

mnkiug a feartul f oss over a little mouse,
and come to find out there wesn't a man
near to look at her.

UerplfcXing.
Vemi.

He I do not well see how you can be a
sister to me.

Sbe And wbv not. prayT
He BecausH can't remember ever bar-

ing been spanked m your account, and yoa
novcr told any lies for me.

It Might JIto l!cen Worse.
Saint Poto'.i'Ti.

"Why. Bridget did mamma have another
hus'innd before sh married mv napaf

'Yis. darlmt, but be doietl. yer stre.;
"On. BriiUt, I'm so sorry mumma lost

her husband!''
"Faith, an ye'd hetther bo glad, Bessie.

If he'd lived he might a made yaorusl
tipfey thcr."


